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Michael had a vision of his father-in-law, like a plain-
clothes man in the neighbourhood of wedding-presents.
But in spite of assumed levity, Michael had been hit.
The knowledge that his adored one had the collector's
habit, and flitted, alluring, among the profitable, had, so
far, caused him only indulgent wonder. But now it seemed
more than an amusing foible. The swiftness with which
she turned her smile off and on as though controlled by a
switch under her shingled hair ; the quick turns of her
neck, so charming and exposed ; the clever roving, dis-
guised so well but not quite well enough, of the pretty
eyes; the droop and flutter of their white lids ; the ex-
pressive hands grasping, if one could so call such slim and
dainty apprehensions, her career—all this suddenly caused
Michael pain. Still she was doing it for him and Kit!
French women, they said, co-operated with their husbands
in the family career. It was the French blood in her.
Or perhaps just idealism, the desire to have and be the
best of whatever bunch there was about! Thus Michael,
loyally. But his uneasy eyes roved from face to face
of the Wednesday gathering, trying to detect signs of
quizzicality.
Soames followed another method. His mind., indeed,
was uncomplicated by the currents awash in that of one
who goes to bed with the object of his criticism. For him
there was no reason why Fleur should not know as many
aristocrats, Labour members, painters, ambassadors, young
fools, and even writing fellows, as might flutter her fancy.
The higher up they were, the less likely, he thought with
a certain naivete*, they would be to borrow money or get'
her into a mess. His daughter was as good or better than
any of them, and his deep pride was stung to the quick
by the notion that people should think she had to claw
and scrape to get them round her. It was not she who

